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What You Don't Know 


"What the fuck is going on, Junior?!" 


David looked down at the photograph in his hands and felt a flush of embarrassment flash over his cheeks. 
There was no way that he could deny it any more. No way that he could hide what was going on. Huffing his 
cheeks out, he placed the photograph face down on the sticky catering table and turned to look at Dave. 


How long had they been playing together now? Five years? Six years? And how long had David harboured what 
was probably the most dangerous crush of all time? Falling in love with your boss's ex-band mate had to be 
the worst thing imaginable. But David couldn't deny those feelings that raced through him and made his heart 
beat that little faster. Written in James was something that drew David closer. Something other than the long 
blonde hair and occasional innocent looks. Something deeper, something that needed love and a tender touch to 


heal. 


David's heart ached for the blonde haired man. He'd seen, and done, so much. Yet neither James, nor Mustaine, 
were completely without guilt over what had happened. Both of them, at some point, had pulled the trigger on 
the other and caused the breakdown that had happened with Metallica. The good thing was that, out of the 
ashes, Megadeth had been born 


Yet he felt more for James than he did for Dave. James appeared to be trying to make amends in his life 
while Dave continued along a path that would ultimately lead to them all being ostracised from the community 


that they loved. 


David felt Dave's hot, alcohol soaked breath wash over his cheek. "| asked you what the fuck is going on, 
Junior? Why the fuck are you looking at photos of him, huh? Wanna let him fuck you? Wanna spread out for 


him like you don't do for me?" 


Without even looking, David knew that Mustaine's face would be twisted with anger, his teeth bared in the 


primal acknowledgement of his power over the bassist. 


David didn't lift his head, instead keeping his gaze on the downturned photograph. His jaw tightened and his right 
hand balled in to a fist. So much was riling through him. So much that he wanted to say to Mustaine. So many 
answers that he wanted to hear. Why had Dave done what he'd done? Why had he fucked up so badly? Why 
had he hurt the man in the photograph? 


David knew that he could answer the last question himself. Both men were still throwing punches, Dave more 
than James. The redhead could be like one of those little, yippy dogs; all talk and throwing out threats. But they 
weren't without consequences and David knew that the words that Mustaine spat must be hurting Metallica's 


front man. 
A hand wrapped in his hair and pulled his head to one side. "Why, Junior?!" 


Still David didn't lift his eyes. "Why?" he murmured. "Why not? He's beautiful. Everything about him is 
beautiful, right down to seeing his soul in his eyes." Lifting his head, David looked in to Mustaine's eyes and saw 
nothing but hate and anger. "Unlike yours. All| see in yours is the need to murder whoever crosses your path. 


| get the feeling that James isn't like that." 


At that, Mustaine snickered and his grip on David loosened. "Then you don't know James. He's as much as an 


asshole as | am and he'll never look at you. You're just my pet.” 


David smiled and shook his head. Stepping away from Dave, he picked up the photograph and tucked it beneath 
one arm. What Dave didn't know wouldn't kill him. And what Dave didn't know was that David had already made 


that call. A call that had been answered with a positive response and the invitation of dinner. 


